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Whose measures time them to Love's feet,
"Whose sense is every ill requited."

Maiden, if I may counsel, drain

Each drop of this enchanted season.

For even our honeymoons must wane.
Convicted of green cheese by Reason.

And none will seem so safe from change,

Nor in such skies benignant hover,
As this, beneath whose witchery strange

You tread on rose-leaves with your lover.

The glass unfilled all tastes can fit,
As round its brim Conjecture dances;

For not Mephisto's self hath wit
To draw such vintages as Fancy's.

When our pulse beats its minor key,

When play-time halves and school-time doubles,
Age fills the cup with serious tea,

Which once Dame Clicquot starred with bubbles,

" Fie, Mr. Graybeard !    Is this wise ?

Is this the moral of a poet.
Who, when the plant of Eden dies,

Is privileged once more to sow it?

" That herb of clay-disdaining root,

From stars secreting what it feeds on,
Is burnt-out passion's slag and soot

Fit soil to strew its dainty seeds on ?